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are schools for the higher education of men, and
schools for the lower education of women."

Genial persiflage of this sort was his particular
forte whether my imitation of it is good or bad.

His kindliness was ingrained. I never heard
him say^a gross or even a vulgar word, hardly
even a sharp or unkind thing. Whether in com-
pany or with one person, his mind was all dedi-
cated to genial, kindly, flattering thoughts. He
hated rudeness or discussion or insistence as he
hated ugliness or deformity.

One evening of this summer a trivial incident
showed me that he was sinking deeper in the
mud-honey of life.

A new play was about to be given at the
Fran?ais and because he expressed a wish to
see it I bought a couple of tickets. We went
in and he made me change places with him in
order to be able to talk to me; he was growing
nearly deaf in the bad ear. After the first act
we went outside to smoke a cigarette.

"It's stupid," Oscar began, "fancy us two
going in there to listen to what that foolish
Frenchman says about love; he knows nothing
about it; either of us could write much better
on the theme. Let's walk up and down here
under the columns and talk."

The people began to go into the theatre
again and, as they were disappearing, I said: